Chapter I
HOME TO ROOST

IT is fifty years to the day since I first saw Bteckland, at least
with the eyes of discernment Not that we had not lived there
long enough The Parish Register of Heathley begins well
before the Armada, and on its very first page is our name, and
thereafter for many years a record of our births, marriages,
ana deaths But even those first names have a Puritan flavour,
and when the Quakers founded a society in a neighbouring
town my ancestors became strong adherents, and after that
the Parish Register mentions us only occasionally Some of
us went with other Quakers to America, and there is no
wonder that later still we were among the first supporters of
Wesley and in the nineteenth century became Gkdstonian
Radicals But had that Friends* Meeting House been near, I
think we should still have been Quakers

When I was two and a half years old I was adopted by an
aunt, a stepsister of my mother She was much older than
my mother and with no child of her own, aad doubtless the
handing over of myself fulfilled some sort of agreement Bat
I could be well spared, for my brother had been born and my
eldest sister, and another sister was on the way Nevertheless*
according to my mother, the house was for her a pkce of
misery alter my departure, though when I returned to it some
six years later> it was to a family of six who had no knowledge
of me and regarded me, and rightly, as a kind of freak

My aunt lived in London, and tjie only house I faintly
recall of the various ones we occupied was one that overlooked